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fast-gathering darkness, and did not rest till we had reached a point on the steep hillside far above the plain, and inaccessible to mounted men. We stopped at last, and threw ourselves down behind a great boulder. I was more out of breath than I ever want to be again.
It was a cloudy night, and the moon was not rising till two a.m. We were about five miles from our rendezvous, but as I did not wish to arrive there much before midnight there was no hurry, though as we should have to proceed very cautiously and it is slow work making one's way across country in the dark, I decided to allow plenty of time. We waited therefore till it was quite dark; then, having discarded all light-coloured garments, we descended the hill and proceeded to move across the plain, halting frequently to take observations. I had managed to get a compass-bearing before dark. In spite of our precautions, we narrowly escaped capture. On a sudden we heard in the distance the neigh of a horse, and a little later human voices and the tramp of feet. We lay down flat and kept perfectly still. The patrol consisted of about thirty men, of whom half were mounted. They passed so close that we distinctly heard their conversation. " They are strangers," said one, " and so must keep to the road, or they will lose themselves." I heard a voice say something in Turkish which I thought I recognized as that of our old friend the Mudir.
At one time I thought they were going to ride right over us, for it happened that we had thrown ourselves down at the side of the road leading to Haddah, which they were following. The night was dark and we were dressed entirely in black, which saved us, no doubt, for Arabs generally have sharp eyes.
When all was quiet again we continued our march. In the distance we heard sounds that at this hour of the night were significant; dogs were barking all over the countryside. The barracks, I observed, were brilliantly illuminated, though it was long past the hour for " lights out." At last we found ourselves stumbling among grave-mounds and tombstones, and knew we were near our destination. After a few trials we discerned against the skyline the domed roof of the deserted chapel above the tank. I gave the agreed signal, but it remained